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THE DEAD BOY 


The little cousin is gone, by a sad subtraction, 
A green bough from Virginia’s aged tree, 

And the county kin sit glowering on the transaction, 
And some of the world of outer dark, like me. 


A pig with a pasty face, I had long said, 
Squealing for cakes, and fixing his base pretence 
On a noble house. But here is the little man dead, 
And these are the very forbears’ lineaments. 


The elder men have strode by the box of death 
To the wide flag porch, and muttering low send round 
The bruit of the day ;—-O friendly waste of breath! 
Their hearts are hurt with a deep dynastic wound. 


He was pale and little, the foolish neighbors say; 
The first-fruits, saith the preacher, the Lord hath taken; 
But it is the old tree’s late branch wrenched away, 
Aggrieving the sapless limbs, all shorn and shaken. 
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